


The T rtigedie of 

To darke difhonours vfe thou fhalt not hauct 
1 4m difgrafte, impeacht,and biffuld hcere, 

Pierft to thefoule with Sbundersvcnomd fpeaac^ 
Thewhichno balme can cure but his heart bloud 
Which breathdc this poyfon. 

King. Rageuiuftbe withftoode, 

Giue me his gage; Lions make Leopards tame, 

Mowb. Yea but not change his foots : take but nay fhawe, 
And I rcfigtie my gage, ray deare dearc Lord, 

The pureft treafurc mortall times afford. 

Is fpotlcflc Reputation that away ffi ■ ; 

Men arc but guilded loamc, or painted clay* " 

A iewell in a ten times bard vp chert. 

Is a bold fpirit in a loyal! breaft: 

Mine honour is my life,both grow in one. 

Take honour from me, and my life is done: 

Then(deare my Licge)mine honour let me trie. 

In that I liuc»and for that will I die. 

King. Coofui, throw vp your gage, do you beginne. 

Bud. O God defend my foule from fuch deepe finne, 
Shall I feeme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale beggar-feafe impeach my height. 

Before this out-darde Daftard? ere my tong 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found fobafe a parlee, my teeth lliall tearc 
The flauifh motiue ofrecanting feare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his highdifgrace. 

Where Shame doth harbour euenin Mowbraiesface. 

King . W e were not borne to fue, but to cwnirriaund, 

W hich fince we cannot do, to make you friends, 

Be ready as your hues rtiallanfwere it, 

At Cotientry vpbn faint Lamberts day, 

There fhall your fwoi ds and launces arbitrate 
The levelling difference of your fetled hate, 

Since we cannot atone you, we fhall fee 
luff ice defigne the Viftoischiualrie, 

Lord Mariliah copimaund our Officers at Armcs, 


Be 


King Rich erd the fee on d, 

Be ready to dire&thcfe home allarmcs, 

£nter John of Gdunt With the Bttcheffe of Glocelier, 
Gaunt Alas, the part I had in W oodltockcs bloud, 
Doth more foil kite me than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fincc correction liethinthofe hands. 

Which made the fault that vve cannot corrcCb 
Put wc our qmrrell to the will ofheauen, 

Who when they fee the faoures ripe on earth, 

Willraine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

liuebeffe Findcs brotherhood in thee no fliarper fpurre? 
Hath loue in thy old bloud no liuing fire? 

Edwards feuen fonnes whereof thy lelfe art one, 
Wereasfcuen viols of his facred bloud. 

Or feuen faire branches fpringing from one roote: 

Some of thofc feuen arc dried by natures courfe. 

Some of thofc branches by the Dcftinicscut: 
buxThoMM my deare Lord, my life, my Gloccftcr, 
Onevioll full of Edwards facrcd bloud, 

One fiourifhing branch of his moft royall roote 
Is crackt, and all the precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his fummer leaues all faded 
By Enuies hand, and Murders bloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that womb, 

That mettall, that felfe mould, that fafhioncd thee 
Made him a man : and though thou liuefl: and breathe rt, 
Yet art thou flainc in him, thou doort confent 
In fomc large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feeft thy svretched brother die. 

Who was the modellofthy fathers life: 

Call it not patience Gaunt,it is difpaire. 

In fuffring thus thy brother tobeflaughtred. 

Thou fheweft the nuked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fternc Murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in mcancmen we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in noble breads. 
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